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FACE TO FACE 

V .> 



Fraudulent Advertising 




HE mails are flooded with fraud- 
ulent advertising and so-called 
“decent” newspapers and maga- 
zines do not hesitate to admit 
to their columns the rankest sort 
fake advertisements. 

A friend of mine who follows 
the farming game, saw an ad- 
vertisement offering a method 
of killing potato bugs. The enterprising Aim claimed it 
to be a “sure shot” on potato bugs and it was. The remedy 
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was offered at 25 cents each in clubs of twelve, or three 
dollars per dozen. Friend Farmer hustled around and 
found eleven other sufferers from potato bugs — they 
pooled their quarters and sent in the three dollars. They 
waited patiently and finally the packages arrived. They 
were neatly wrapped in nice brown paper, with full direc- 
tions enclosed. Two blocks of wood were enclosed marked 
“No. 1” and “No. 2”. The directions were as follows: 
“Catch the bug, place it on No. 1 and mash with No. 2. 
If these directions are carefully followed you will not be 
bothered with potato bugs.” 

An enterprising individual in Canada advertised “Pure 
Canadian Rye, $3.50 per quart.” Thousands of sufferers 
from the disease of “Volstead” answered this advertise- 
ment, and received a quart bottle filled with rye seed. How 
many quart bottles will a bushel of rye fill? Quite a nice 
profit, when you can buy rye at $2.00 per bushel. 

Home-work schemes are advertised in practically all 
the so-called “high-class” magazines, and every one of 
them are fakes. Song poem promoters are fakes and if 
you send your money to them you might as well kiss it 
good-bye. Every firm or individual who is engaged in the 
business of setting song poems to music, and proposes to 
promote the song on a royalty basis, is a fraud of the 
worst kind. They are thieves of the worst sort — worse 
than highwaymen, pickpockets or porch climbers. 

The Wampus Cat does not accept advertising of a 
fraudulent nature. In fact, “The Varmint” does not cater 
to advertisers very much. We have had hundreds of 
propositions offered us and we have invariably turned 
them down because we did not consider them legitimate. 
A firm or individual who advertises in The Wampus Cat 
must be inspected by the Board of Censorship, pass the 
Pure Food and Drugs act, be condemned by the “Meddlers’ 
Union”, have the O. K. of “The Regular Guys’ Associa- 
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tion”, and be 99% pure and 1,000% legitimate. 

If they come up to these specifications we will sell them 
all the space they desire and will guarantee results. 

t t t 

No, Narcissus, a sleeping bag can hardly be called a 
knapsack. 

t t t 

You have to speak well of other people for them to 
speak well of you. 

t t t 

Man has a larger vocabulary than woman, but less op- 
portunity to use it. 

t t t 

These hot days, it’s good to try and keep cool — ’special- 

ly your head. 

t t f 

The man who doesn’t trust any one doesn't trust him- 
self. 

t t t 

A small boy thinks the dining room table is a “filling 
station.” 

t t t 

When a man cheats himself he does not do it intention- 
ally. 

f t t 

You can always draw queens if you’ve got the jack, 

t t t 

C ' 

SOMETIMES 

Dancing is good exercise, 

You slide and you whirl, 

And it’s the only chance a fellow gets 
To squeeze some other fellow’s girl. 

— Harold L. Hursh. 

v - 
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MARIE PROVOST 
Who deserted the role of bathing girl for that 
of society comedy queen. 
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A SOFT ANSWER 

From a Stenographer 

v J 



HE president of a large automo- 
bile concern in Omaha, Nebras- 
ka, having had difficulty in get- 
ting a satisfactory stenograph- 
er, as a last resort, put the fol- 
lowing ad in one of the local 
newspapers : 

“Wanted — First-class, high- 
grade stenographer; salary no 
object. This stenographer must 
get it as fast as I dictate, and get it right ; must be abso- 
lutely accurate; must have human intelligence. If you 
are not a cracker-jack, don’t bother me.” 

This is one of the replies he received in the mail the 
following morning: 

“I note your requirements, as aired in the newspaper, 
and hasten to make inquiry as to this strenuous business 
that takes such an extraordinary stenographer. 

“Your advertisement appeals to me strongly — stronger 
than prepared mustard — as I have searched Europe, Air- 
ope, Irope, and Hoboken in quest of someone who could 
use my talents to advantage. 

“When it comes to this chin music proposition, I have 
never found man, woman, or dictaphone who could get 
first base on me, either fancy or catch as catch can. I 
write shorthand so fast that I have to use a specially pre- 
pared pencil, with a platinum point, and a water-cooling 
equipment that I have constructed at exhorbitant exp- 
ense, a note pad made of asbestos composition, covered 
with human hide, ruled with sulphuric acid, and stitched 
with catgut. 

“I use the A. W. ignition, double unit, high tension 
system exclusively, and will guarantee to deliver my 
rated horsepower under either A. L. A. M., or S. A. E. 
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standard. I have been passed by the National Board of 
Censorship and guaranteed under the Pure Food and 
Drug Act of June 30, 1906. 

“I run with my cut-out wide open at all speeds, and am, 
in fact, a guaranteed double hydraulically welded crop- 
forged and oil-tempered specimen of human lightning on 
a perfect thirty-six frame ground to one-thousandth of 
an inch. At hot air juggling you have nothing on me. 

“If you wish to avail yourself of the opportunity of a 
lifetime, wire me; but unless you are fully prepared to 
pay the tariff for such services, don’t bother me, as I am 
so nervous that I can’t stand still long enough to have my 
dressmaker measure my clothes. Spare your time and 
money unless you want to pay at least $5.00 per week in 
cash or its equivalent. I. M. WIDEAWAKE.” 

— Verse. 

t t t 

“Are your feet insured ?” I asked 
A dancing girl from France. 

No answer — then she said at last, 

“It’s not that kind of a dance.” 

t t t 

Abraham Lincoln’s reply to a credit inquiry: 

“In reply to your inquiry concerning the worldly pos- 
sessions of one of my neighbors, I will say he has a good 
mother, a loving wife and a precious baby worth a King’s 
ransom. As for himself, he works when rheumatism 
will let him, lives in a small cabin, owns a few chairs, a 
table, a bed and a dog.” 

t t t 

Now Mary had a swarm of bees, 

She loved their buzzing lives, 

They also loved their Mary, 

Cause the poor f irl had the hives. 

t t t 

DAYS OF CHIVALRY 
In days of old when knights were bold. 

Politeness held its reign; 

One of that tribe would not describe 
His lady as his “jane.” 
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LIKE OLD WINE, IT’S GOOD 

An Englishman, an Irishman and a Scotchman hap- 
pened to be in Rome and went together to interview the 
Pope. The Englishman told His Holiness of all he had 
done for the Church and the good of the cause generally, 
whereupon the Pope gave him his hand to kiss. The 
Irishman then stepped forward and gave the Holy Father 
an awful song and dance about his piety, and so forth, in 
recognition of which the Pope gave him his foot to kiss. 

On looking around for the Scotchman, he was gone. 

t t t 

MOON BREW 

When the moon gets full 
He’s as steady as can be, 

You never see him tipsy 

Like the chaps on earth we see ; 

If only they could get 

His recipe for home-made brew. 

There would be no prohibition 
And moonshiners would be few. 

t t t 

Several ladies sat in the clubroom discussing the vir- 
tues of their husbands, over their knitting. 

“Mr. Jones,” said one of them, referring to her left 
partner, “never drinks and never swears; indeed, he has 
no bad habits.” 

“Does he ever smoke?” someone asked. 

“Yes, he likes a good cigar just after he has eaten a 
good meal. But on an average I suppose he doesn’t smoke 
more than one a month.” 

Some of her club mates smiled, but she didn’t seem to 
understand the reason. 

t t t 

CHICKENS? 

Dad : “My son, when I was your age I went to bed with 
the chickens.” 

Son : “Well, dad, I must be a chip off the old block.” 
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OUCH! 

“I hear the traffic cop pinched Mabel last night.” 

“Why, the rude thing!” 

t t t 

“Do you love me?” said the paper bag to the sugar. 
“I'm just wrapped up in you,” replied the sugar. 

“You sweet thing,” murmured the paper bag. 

t t t 

History states that our country was founded by “early 
settlers.” 

If only business men could say the same thing. 

t t t 

“Why do people invariably whitewash the inside of 
chicken coops?” 

“To keep the chickens from picking the grain out of 
the wood.” 

t f t 

Ruth rode in my new cycle car 
On the seat in back of me; 

I took a bump at fifty-three 
And rode on ruthlessly. 

— Royal Gaboon. 

t t t 

“I hope I can escape jury duty, as I have important 
business to look after. But who’s the stunning girl?” 
“Plaintiff in the next case. A dog bit her on the ankle.” 
t t t 

Friend: I understood you have several unusually good 
cases just now.” 

Lawyer “Alas, no! I’m reduced to my last quart.” 

• t t t 

The old-fashioned girl used to stay at home when she 
had nothing to wear. 

t t t 

The Beast: “You used to say there was something 

about me that you liked.” 

Beauty: “Yes, but you’ve spent it all now.” 
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TIT FOR TAT 

A teacher remarked, admonishingly, to a backward pu 
pil, that, at the pupil’s age, Lloyd George was head of hi3 
school. 

Whereupon the pupil remarked that, at the teacher’s 
age, Lloyd George was Prime Minister. 

t t t 

The latest style is called “The Prodigal Skirt.” It 
brings out the fatted calf. — Judge. 

t t t 

The Germans will never grow wiser — 

They say now they want a new kaiser. 

Well, grant the poor fish 
Their silly old wish ; 

We agree they deserve a chastiser. 

t t t 

It’s good to have money and the things that money 
can buy; but it is good too, to check up once in a while 
and make sure you haven’t lost the things that money 
can’t buy. 

t t t 

She: “If you could have only one wish what would it 
be?” 

Hg: “It would be that — that — that — oh, if I only 
dared to tell you what it would be!” 

She: “Well, go on. Why do you suppose I brought up 
the wishing subject.” 

t t t 

“Jack, what causes those marks on your nose?” 

“Glasses.” 

“Glasses of what?” 

t t t 

The real reason that a man swears at a dull razor is 

that the d thing loses it’s temper first. 

t t t 

“Perfect Woman Loses Suit” — headline. 

Hence the discovery! Eh? 
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MOTHER GOOSE UP TO DATE 

“Where are you going, my pretty maid; why do you 
pass me by?” 

“I’m on my way to gymnathic school,” said she as she 
heaved a thigh. 

t t t 

The colonel of a British regiment returned home in a 
very angry mood, and when questioned by his wife as to 
the cause, replied: “Why, that Yankee captain attached 
to us boasted in the mess today that he had kissed every 
officer’s wife in the regiment but one.” 

“My word,” replied his wife, “I wonder who she can 
be.” 

t t t 

I’ve heard of a lot of absent-minded guys but the one 
who scratched his hot cake and poured the syrup down 
his neck beats ’em all — Wot say? 

t t t 

An Irishman, while on his way to call upon his best 
girl suddenly caught sight of a parrot in a nearby tree.. 

He decided it would be just the present for her. Slowly 
he drew near the bird and upon reaching one of the high- 
est branches, was just about to grab his prey when the 
parrot, who had been eying him sharply, suddenly 
squawked, 

“Well, what do you want?” 

Mike withdrew his hand and humbly made answer, 
“Excuse me. Er — I thot you was a bird.” 

t t t 

POINTED 

“How much for the overcoat?” 

“One hundred and fifty dollars, sir.” 

“Will you take a horse in exchange?” 

“Why! I could not use a horse!” 

“Well, Jessie James did.” 
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BLUE LAWS 

^ > 

HE successful enactment of the 
prohibition amen dment has 
prompted many of the “lesser 
reformers” to increased activ- 
ity, and we hear disquieting ru- 
mors as to the prohibition of 
other things, including tobacco 
and prize fights. Constant ref- 
erence is made to the “blue 
laws,” and they are held up as the awesome “bugaboo” 
which will soon confront us. The Philadelphia Record re- 
cently reprinted extracts from the “blue laws” enacted 
by the people of the “Dominion of New Haven.” They 
were printed on blue paper, and took their name from this 
fact, rather than from their subject-matter. The selec- 
tion is given below: 

“No one shall be a freeman or give a vote unless he be 
converted and a member of one of the churches allowed 
in the dominion. 

“Each freeman shall swear by the blessed God to bear 
true allegiance to this dominion, and that Jesus is the 
only king. 

“No Quaker, or dissenter from the established worship 
of this dominion, shall be allowed to give a vote for the 
electing of magistrates or any other officer. 

“No food or lodging shall be offered to Quaker, Adam- 
ite or heretic. 

“If any person turns Quaker he will be banished and 
not suffered to return but on pain of death. 

“No priest shall abide in the dominion; he shall be 
banished and suffer death on his return. 

“Priests may be seized by any one without a warrant. 
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“No one to cross a river but an authorized ferryman. 

“No one shall run on the Sabbath day, or walk in his 
garden or elsewhere, except to and from meeting. 

“No one shall travel, cook victuals, make beds, sweep 
house, cut hair or shave on the Sabbath day. 

“No woman shall kiss her children on the Sabbath. 

“The Sabbath shall begin at sunset on Saturday. 

“To pick an ear of corn in a neighbor’s garden shall be 
deemed theft. 

“A person accused of tresspass in the night shall be 
judged guilty, unless he clears himself by an oath. 

“When it appears that the accused has confederates, 
and he refuses to discover them, may be racked. 

“No one shall buy or sell land without permission of 
the selectmen. 

“A drunkard shall have a master appointed by the 
selectmen, who are to bar him from the liberty of buying 
and selling. 

“Whoever publishes a lie, to his neighbor’s prejudice, 
shall be set in the stocks or be whipped 10 stripes. 

“No minister shall keep a school. 

“Men stealers shall suffer death. 

“A debtor in prison, swearing he has no estate, shall be 
let out and sold to make satisfaction.” 

T T T 

WHAT DID THE MISSUS SAY? 

“That seems to cover the situation,” remarked Jack 
Spratt, as his wife sat down on the fly paper. 

t t t 

YOU CAN’T ALWAYS TELL 

There was once a girlie named Maude, 

Who they say was a social fraude, 

In the ballroom, I’m told, 

She was haughty and cold, 

But alone on the sofa — Oh, Gaude. 

t t t 

Easy Street is not listed in any city directory. 
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Citric Acid Poetry 

V J 

Aristotle in his book on Poetics is supposed to have 
covered that field thoroughly but after reading the vol- 
umn, I fail to find any reference to “lemon” song-poems 
and for this reason, I shall discourse on the lemony 
rhymes published by “lemon” publishers. For the benefit 
of those not in the “know”, I must explain that a “lemon” 
music publisher is the rye-faced chap behind the maga- 
zine advertisement that invites the amateur song-writer 
to “Send your song-poems to me. I will write a beautiful 
melody to it arid publish on a royalty basis. Remember 
that fortunes are made writing songs. Captain Kidd 
Music Company, Tin Pan Alley, N. Y.” 

The desire to express himself in song usually steals 
into a fellow's heart when he first looks in the belladona 
orbs of his periwinkle flapper, bringing with it those syn- 
copated emotions whose only outlet is a ragtime rhap- 
sody. And it is this precious little thing called love that 
gives the world most of our amateur song-writers. And 
it is the inherent desire for easy money that makes him 
yearn for a taste of life in Tin Pan Alley, described by the 
“lemon” publisher as one sweet song but which turns out 
bitter experience for every “sucker” who reads the suc- 
culent literature of the fakir. 

For one year I worked for a “lemon” music publisher 
grinding out melodies to the song-poems received in 
answer to his ads and during that period I can aver that 
no amateur received one cent royalty on his work. All he 
ever got was 500 copies of his song spotted with sour 
notes and a cheap looking one color stock title-page. And 
this musical conglomeration cost the amateur $50. Of 
course, he also received a “contract” for his song but th 2 
rhyming optimist's ecstatic vision of Tin Pan Alley pre- 
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eluded close scrutiny of the main clause which stated 
that “The party of the first part (publisher) shall pay to 
the party of the second part (writer) three cents royalty 
on all copies sold, if any.” That little “if any” joker al- 
ways took the juice out of a “lemon” song that yearned to 
roll over the hills and far away to popularity. 

And to further show what a mean little cuss that “if 
any” joker has been, I’ll warble that over 500,000 of these 
acid solutions have been issued in the last fifteen years 
but never has a “lemon” song raised its mordacious 
melody outside of the dingy offices of the “lemon” con- 
cerns. The reason is obvious. You can’t make a song 
popular unless you “plug” it and the song sharks are not 
in the business to boost any of the songs they accept. 
When one of their ilk gets $50 for composing a slap-stick 
melody and printing 500 copies of the amateur’s compo- 
sition, he has the work done for $25 at most, pocketing 
the difference and filing all data relative to the matter 
forever. The “if any” joker protects him. And in pass- 
ing, I might mention that my “lemon” boss often landed 
as high as fifteen “suckers” a day. 

Thousands of people yearly contribute their mites to 
the “lemon” publishes but their sweet dream always 
comes to naught. And the game won’t be over until they 
prohibit the writing of poetry. 

But to go back to my “lemon” composing days. One 
morning my boss nonchalantly handed me a lyric whose 
chorus ran: 

“I’m in love with a dish-washer’s daughter, 

I go around nightly to court her; 

She helps her old man all that she can 
You ought to see her scour a pan; 

I’ll never want any other 
A good wife I know she’ll be; 

’Cause she knows how to wash — dishes, by gosh ! 

For a dish-washer’s daughter is she.” 
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The rye-faced one wanted me to slop this up with a 
mellow melody befitting a kitchen canary but I told him 
that I was’nt a manufacturer of dish rags and quit, pro- 
curing a position shortly afterward as staff writer for a 
large legitimately operated music concern. Nevertheless, 
experience as a “lemon” song composer has left such a 
bitter taste in my mouth that I have decided to neutralize 
the acidity by writing this expose of the “lemon” skin 
game. 

I recalled setting one song-poem to music entitled “My 
Dreams Will Never Come True” and every aspiring jazz- 
jingler can join in the chorus when he pays for the “pub- 
lication” of his song. 

— Fred Mierisch. 

t t t 

ANGUISH 

A man may have had solemn thoughts 
But the saddest of all by far, 

Is when he thinks of the many times, 

He said “Oh, I’ll take a cigar!” 

t t t 

TWO IS A CROWD 

Bill — “I certainly did wrong when I told my girl that I 
admired her chin.” 

Pete— “How’s that?” 

Bill — “She started raising another one.” 

t t t 

A grape fruit is only a lemon that saw its chance and 
made good. 

t t t 

“So your father is ill. I hope it is nothing contagious.” 

“Gee! so do I. The doctor says dad is suffering from 
over work.” 

t t t 

“I stole a march on ’em all right,” said the kleptoma- 
niac as she marched out of the ten-cent store with a sheet 
of music in her muff. 



16 



THE WAMPUS CAT August 1922 



KiiiMiiiiiiiiaiiiiiiiiinitJiiiniiliHuuiimiiiiiciiiuiiiiiiiin/iiiiiimtiiiiiiuiiiiiniimiHiiiiciiiHnimHuiimiiiiiiiciiiiiiiiniiic 

KiinniiniiiEiiiiuiiiiiiiumiiiiiiiiiciiiiiiiiiiiiiuiimiiiiiiiuiiiiiiiiinitiiiiiiiiiHHciiiiiiiiiminiiiHiiHiiindiiiiiiiiiiciiiiinmiiic 



/VOW SEE WHAT YOU VE 
DONE. I'LL BET YOU HAVE 
BROKEN TWO OR THREE 
BOTTLES OF THAT 

MAPLE SYRUP. 



MAPLE SYRUPHEY, WCLL-J 
MAYBE IT TIS, BUT IT 
SURE JO SMELL QOOD. 




' thc l/VAMPl/s cat 



Too bad that Bucky Stubbs, the expressman, 
had to go and drop that box which Mr. Bone- 
dried, the prominent prohibitionist, valued so 
highly. 



3iiitiiiiinit3iiiuuuiiiDiuuiuiiHC3HimiiuiiuiiiiimiiiitiiiiiHiiiuiautiiuiwic3iiHuiiimciiiiiiiHiiuntiuiuuiuuimiiiiniia 

iiNflinuiin«iHHUiiiaiiMuiiiiiniHNiHiiiiaimiiiiiiunmiimiQiaiimuHihniiuiiiHiii{]MiiiiHuitiiwttiiHiitiiiuuiMuti. 
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JULIA FAYE 

Who says: 

“I feel that there is really , something worth 
while about everyone.” 
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INFORMATION WANTED 

At a banquet given by a large body of educators the 
speaker of the evening rose and began his address with 
the words, “Long live the teachers !” He was interrupted 
by a tall, emaciated young man who rose from the rear 
of the room and in a sepulchral voice queried, “On what ?” 

t t t 

Stew No. 1: “Shay, Joe, whersh my hat?” 

Lucky Bird No. 2: “’S’on your head.” 

Ditto No. 1 : “’Sfunny, I didn’t feel it.” 

Ditto No. 2: “Well, ’snnot a felt hat.” 

t t t 

“Oh, mamma, I want a new teddy bear.” 

“Hush? darling, you’re as bad as your big sister.” 

t t t 

In a certain town, before prohibition, of course, a 

preacher met the “village soak.” 

“Mr. Alsop,” said he, “I don’t know when I have been 
so pleased as yesterday on seeing you at our evening ser- 
vice.” 

The reprobate appeared dazed, then his face cleared. 
“Well well,” he gasped, “so that’s where I was last 
night.” 

t t t 

“I hear your father’s ill, Frank.” 

“Yes, quite ill.” 

“Nothing contagious, I hope.” 

“I hope not. Doctor says it’s overwork.” 

t t t 

“Do you Englishmen understand American slang?” 
“Some of them do, why,” 

“My daughter is to be married in London, and the earl 
has cabled me to come across.” 

t t t 

When you get something for nothing, that’s what it’s 
worth. 
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tniuiiniiiiniiimiiiiiiuimiiiiiinaiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiiiiiimniiiiimiiiiuiiiiiiiiminiiiiiiHiiiiuiiiiimiiiiaiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiniiiiiiiK 



CERTAINLY NOT. I AM 
SURPRISED THAT YOU SUCCEST 
SUCH A THING, WHEN I HAVE 
SPOKEN SO MUCH ON THE 
DEMORALIZING, EFFECT OF THE 
SO-CALLED MOVIES, BESIDES I HAVE 
l AN IMPORTANT ENGAGEMENT FOR 
THIS evening. 



f T HE CHILDREN HAVE BEEN' 
TEASING ALL Day to qoto 
THE MOVIES, COULV'NT WE 
TAKE THEM TO N!$HT ? 




A Close-Up of one of our “Leading Reformers.’ 



aiiHHiiiiiiamiiiiiiiiicaiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiiiiiiiiic2iiiiuiiiiiiaiiiiiiiiiiiimiiiiiiiimaiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiimiiiiaiiiiiiiiii!i»iiiniHiiiic 
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AT ANY DANCE 

First Stew: “Say (hie), all ish girls have got awful 
broad belts on.” 

Second Stew : “Belts (hie) ! Them’s dresses !” 

t t t 

REAHLLY? 

Algy — “That vulgah puhson mistook me for a racing 
man.” 

Sally — “How was that,” 

Algy — “He said that I won the Brown Derby.” 

t t t 

The boy stood on the burning deck 
His feet were all in blisters 
He burned the only pants he had 
And had to wear his sister’s. 

t t t 

Many are dead, but they won’t lie down. 

t t t 

Prof.: “Give me what you consider the most memor- 
able date in history.” 

M. T. Beene: “The one Anthony had with Cleopatra.” 

t t t 

NEWS ITEM FROM BERMUDA “UNION” 

On Friday and Saturday evenings of next week, “The 
Busy Liar,” a comedy from start to finish, will be given. 
The local members have been practicing for a long time. 

t t t 

“What’s all that noise gwine on ovah at yo’ house last 
night?” asked an old colored woman of another. “Sound- 
ed like a lot of catamounts done broke loose.” 

“Dat? Why dat was nothin’ only de gen’man from 
the furniture store collecting his easy payments.” 

t t t 

Willie: “Where’d you learn ’em?” 

Mother : “I — why, I, well, run on now and carry in that 
wood.” 
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IT RAINED KEYS 

I met a wonderful girl yesterday afternoon, and she in- 
vited me up to her apartment. That night she told me to 
stand in front of the door and whistle three times and. 
she would throw down the key. 

Boys, I never saw so many keys in all my life. 

t t t 

Mother: “Willie, I heard you swearing today!” 

Willie: “How’d you know?” 

Mother: “I recognized those naughty words you were 
using.” 

t t t 

He: “Where did you do most of your skating when 
learning?” 

She: “I think you’re horrid.” 

t t t 

“Ah want a quote of sanctified milk.” 

“What you all mean is pacified milk.” 

“Look heah, small one, when Ah needs inflammation, 
Ah’ll specify.” 

t t t 

“I am having a new dress made, but my heart is not in 
it.” 

“Is it as low as that?” 

t t t 

Little Willie: “Pass me the butter.” 

Mother (reproachfully) : “If what, Willie,” 

Little Willie : “If you can reach it.” 

t f t 

Yes, Aspirlna, they make the hour glass small in the 
middle to show the waist of time. 

+ • t t 

An Iowa woman got angry and went to bed and stayed 
there for thirty-eight years. However, think how much 
worse it would have been if she had been angry for thir- 
ty-eight years and stayed up. 
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WOT SAY, CHOLLY? 

Minette (coquetishly) — “You tickle me ,Duke.” 

The Duke — “My word, what a strange request!” 

t t t 

On a dark and “Willy-Knight,” a “Pathfinder” set out 
to locate the “Chevrolet,” and on this trip he was forced 
to “Ford” the “Hudson” and “Dodge” “Overland” in his 
rush to make a “Paige” in history. With a load of 
“Saxon” he was struck by a “Pierce-Arrow” and knocked 
“Cole.” Must be the same fellow who in answer to the 
question, “Have you a little fairy in your home?” answer- 
ed, “No, but I have a little miss in my engine.” 

t t f 

OR WORDS TO THAT EFFECT 

“Ethel,” said the bishop, “you seem to be a bright lit- 
tle girl; can you repeat a verse from the Bible?” 

“I’ll say I can.” 

“Well, my dear, let us have it.” 

“The Lord is my shepherd — I should worry.” 

t t t 

Young Lady (to small boy). “Does your mother know 
you smoke cigarettes ?” 

Small Boy — “Naw! No mor’en your maw knows you 
talk to strange genemens on the street without a proper 
interduction. 

t t t 

We hear from one fellow who knows the inside of the 
A. E. F., that if someone would arrange a tax on every 
new plan for raising or deferring the soldier bonus there 
would soon be enough to pay the boys. 

t t t 

N 

Neither taffy nor epitaphy are of much value — 
ask a man’s wife, she knows. 

v * 
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YOU SAID A MOUTHFUL 

“Very distinguished, isn’t he? But, d’you know, I 
think I noticed a little garlic about him.” 

“My dear young lady, there’s no such thing as a little 
garlic.” 

t t t 

St. Peter had had a busy day and Gabriel had aot 
loafed any himself. Throngs had visited the gate and 
been looked over. Those who had answered their ques- 
tionnaires successfully and satisfactorily were admitted. 
For others it was “Going down!” Finally when the 
books were about to be closed for the day, a soul that 
had belonged to a newspaper man when on earth came 
puffing along. “What’ll we do with him — the books are 
practically closed for the day?” said Peter to Gabriel. 
Before Gabriel had any time to answer, the shade of the 
journalist timidly spoke up: “You might label me ‘Too 
Late to Classify’, and let me in anyway.” 

t t t 

BANG! BANG! 

Mrs. Wiffenpuff went into a store yesterday and asked 
for a camisole. “What bust?” asked the salesman. "I 
didn’t hear anything,” she replied.” 

t t t 

There are many Sunkissed oranges, a few Sunkissed 
peaches, but not very darned many Sunkissed lemons. 

t t t 

Said the old maid to the little red hen — 

We are much alike in regard to men. 

Said the little red hen “Your pardon, please, 

I have at least my memories.” 

t t t 

\ 

JOB WAS OUT OF LUCK. Think of the 
cures in the patent medicine line he could find for 
his boils today. 
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WILLING ENOUGH 

“I beg your pardon,” said the lady collector timidly, 
“Would you please help the Working Girls’ Home?” 

“Certainly,” said the man, “Where are they,” 

f t t 

A LASS AND A LACK 
She wore a smile as like as not, 

A coat of tan, came wrapt in thought. 

Beads of perspiration, too, 

These clothes were hers — what clothes have you? 

t t t 

Wife: But, my dear, you’ve forgotten that today is my 
birthday. 

Husband: Er — listen, love. I know I forgot it, but 
there isn’t a thing about you to remind me that you are 
a day older than you were a year ago. 

t t t 

CLEVER BOY 

“Jack, do you still love me? You haven’t asked me to 
marry you for two weeks.” 

“Why, Marion, I wouldn’t ask anybody to marry me 
for two weeks.” , 

t t t 

TODAY 

Think not of Yesterday, nor trouble borrow 
Or what may be in store for you Tomorrow, 

But let Today be your incessant care — 

The past is past, Tomorrow’s in the air; 

Who gives Today the best that in him lies 
Will find the road that leads to clearer skies. 

t t t 

“You are concealing something from me,” said the vil- 
lain as he grasped the heroine by the arms. 

“She ain’t guilty,” sang a voice from the gallery, “not 
in that dress.” 
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GAME TO THE LAST ; 

An editor was dying, but when the doctor bent over 
him, placed his ear on his breast and said: “Poor man! 
Circulation almost gone!” The dying editor shouted: 
“You’re a liar! We have the largest circulation in the 
county.’” 

t t t 

Wun Lung’s face was very pale, 

His expression betrayed his grief. 

He crossed the deck and reached the rail 
To get Chinese relief. 

t t t 

Harry: “My! You did get fat this summer!” 

Harriet: “I weigh exactly 125 stripped.” 

Harry: “You can’t tell exactly. These drug store 
scales are liable to be wrong.” 

t t t 

A prospective buyer walked into a garage and said to 
the proprietor: “I would like to see a first-class second 
hand car.” 

The proprietor looked at him and smiled, as he replied: 
“So would I, brother.” 

t f t 

“Who giveth this woman away” asked the clergyman. 
A man on the back seat, to himself, “I could, but 1 
won’t.” 

t t t 

Lip: “Do you know anything about flirting?” 

Stick : “I thought I did, but she married me.” 

t t t 

f 'V 

What the crossing bell said to itself: “What’s 
the use of kicking against the pricks? Every 
female autoist has her ears covered !” 



26 



THE WAMPUS CAT August 1922 




PEGGY FLOYD 

Of the Sennett Comedies. 
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THE GOOD SAMARITAN. 

Old Scot — Dinna cry, mae wee ladie! If ye dinna find 
your penny afore dark, here’s a match ! 

— Wayside Tales 

t t t 

GEE WHIZ! 

I have been a good fellow, 

Earned all I spent; 

Paid all I borrowed 
Lost all I lent. 

I once loved a woman 
But it came to an end ; 

Get a good dog, boys 
He’ll be your friend. 

— J. B. H. 

t t f 

A warehouse was burned down in a mysterious man- 
ner in a town not so far away from here, and the follow- 
ing sign was found near the burned structure: 

“Ashes to ashes 
And dust to dust; 

If the banks won’t let us have kale < 

Fire insurance companies must.” 

t t t 

No, Yvette, aeroplanes are not listed as overhead ex- 
penses by the government. 

t t t 
CHILLY 
Mary v ad a little skirt. 

As little as you please. 

And it was cold in Maryland 
Around Miss Mary’s knees, 
t t + 

THE NAMES CLUB. 

A. Outlaw lives in Columbia, S. C. but he’s a pretty 
good citizen. 
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MAY HIS TRIBE INCREASE! 

All parties knowing themselves to be indebted to me 
while I was in business in Sabetha need have no further 
worry. I have burned the books. Jake Marmet. — Ad. in 
the Sabetha Herald. 

t t t 

Don’t get discouraged — it’s often the last key in the 
bunch that opens the lock. 

t t t 

Family jars will never preserve good looks. 

t t t 

Professor (in an engineering class) — “What’s a dry 
dock?” 

Student — “A physician who won’t give out prescrip- 
tions.” 

t t t 

“What is the thinnest thing you have in shirt waists?” 
was the inquiry. 

“She is out to lunch at present,” was the answer. 

t t t 
A RARE BIRD 

The gent we like 
Is Graham Ball; 

He doesn’t mind saying that 
He doesn’t know it all. 
t t t 

A Chicago man speaks fifteen different languages. He 
has a chance of getting in an extra word in a conflab 
with his wife. 

t t t 

s 

Health Hint: Never laugh at your wife when 
she cries. 

v J 
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RANK INJUSTICE 

An old colored mammy whose husband had just suc- 
cessfully sued for divorce came slowly down the court 
house steps, talking to herself : “Dar ain’t no justice in 
dis heah wo’ld. Dat useless ol’ husband of mine he got 
his divorce, he got de house, got de money, got mah free 
chil’en and dey ain’t none of ’em his’n.” 

t t t 

Lord Babbington was instructing the new colored ser- 
vant in his duties, adding, “Now, Zeke, when I ring for 
you, you must answer me by saying, “My lord, what will 
you have?” 

A few hours afterwards, having occasion to summon 
the servant, his lordship was astonished with the follow- 
ing: 

“My Gawd, what does you want now?” 

t t t 

Little drops of water 
Mixt in with the milk; 

Keep the milkman’s daughter 
Clad in swishing silk. 

t t t 

“The evolution theory,” said the professor, “is that we 
all came from monkeys.” 

“That’s wrong,” said the flea, biting him on his bald 
head. “I came from a dog.” 

t t t 

“Cling to me, pretty Ivy,” 

He whispered in accents thick. 

“I certainly will,” she answered, 

“Archie, you’re a brick.” 

t t t 

“Ma, if the baby was to eat tadpoles, would they give 
him a big bass voice like a frog?” 

“Good gracious, no ! They’d kill him !” 

“Well, they didn’t.” 
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COULD THIS BE POSSIBLE 

“Wait a minute, lady,” said the garage attendant. “You 
owe us a dollar and a half — your battery was fixed. Pay 
me, please.” 

“Indeed,” snorted the fair driver, my husband told me 
to have it charged.” 

t t t 

NATURALLY 

“He cuts a lots of ice in this town !” 

“A big man, eh?” 

“Yep, an ice dealer.” 

t t t 

Hives rhyme with wives, 

In sound and letter match — 

If I had both of these at once, 

Ye Gods! I’d have to scratch. 

t t t 

ALL BALLED UP 

Miriam — “Bella told me that you told her that secret 
that I told you not to tell her.” 

Marion — “Cat! I told her not to tell you.” 

Miriam — “Well, I told her I wouldn’t tell you if she told 
me, so don’t tell her I did.” 

t t t 

He knew that she would thank him not. 

He cared not for her scorn ; 

He offered her his street car seat, 

To keep her off his corn. 

t t t 

OH, LADY JURORESS 

She: “I just know I can’t be in the jury, Judge; one 
look at that fellow convinces me that he is guilty.” 
Judge: “Hush — that is the attorney for the State.” 

t t t 

Don’t forget your income tax payment, or can you. 
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KANSAS NEWS ITEM 

A cow died in Kansas recently after swallowing several 
nails, an automobile key, three screws, a long strand of 
fence wire and a general line of Ford accessories. Some- 
body twisted her tail which made her jump into high and 
run herself to death. 

t t t 

IN SUNDAY SCHOOL 

Pupil: “Let me see. Oh, yes, Moses was the son of 
Pharaoh’s daughter.” 

Pupil : “That’s what she said.” 

t t t 

“You’re a genius. Ever had to work on an empty 
stomach ?” 

“My dear, I’m a sculptor, not a tattoo artist.” 

t t t 

Frozen credits might be defined as the frost on ac- 
counts all over-dew. 

t t t 

“I would rather see a man with a double chin,” says 
Uncle Hez, “than to see one with a double face.” 

t t t 

Our idea of a fool is the automobilist that tries to see 
how close he can come to passing a car without colliding 
with it. 

t t t 

BUT PASS THE COLLECTION BOX FIRST 

We will stand and sing, “My Father Was a Confederate 
Soldier But He Wore a Union Suit.” 

t t t 

THE INFALLIBLE 

Patient: “What shall I do for insomnia, doctor?” 

Physician: “Every evening keep repeating to yourself: 
‘I’m a night watchman, I am a night watchman’ !” 
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. ANYTHING TO OBLIGE 

Old Lady (to newsboy) “You don’t chew tobacco, do 
you, little boy?” 

Newsie: “No, mum, but I kin give yer a cigarette if 
you want one.” 

t t t 

Plue: “Poor Gertie slipped on her veranda last night.” 
Toe: “Well, well, did it fit her?” 

t t t 

WM. U. TELLUM 
O’Reiley chuckled. 

“What’s the joke,” asked McLuke. 

“Sure,” replied O’Reiley, “Clancy bet me ten dollars he 
could shoot a peanut off me head with a shot gun and oi 
took him up because oi knew he’d miss it.” 

tit 

THE REASON WHY 

“There are no marriages in heaven.” 

“Yes, that’s why it is heaven!” 
t | t 

A man will lose what future he has by dealing in cot- 
ton futures. 

X J. JL 

t 1 * 

The more attractive the bait t v e more fish you catch 
It’s t’"e same way about men. 

t t t 

Whenever money be ins to talk it always secures a 
ready and attentive audience. 

t t + 

“How’s thy cold, Daniel?” 

“Very obstinate, t u ank thee, Ezekiel.” 

“And thy wife, Daniel?” 

“About the same, Ezekiel.” 

+ | f 

We are all equal when we are sleeping. 



/ 







It is well to remem- 
ber, however, that the 
only girls who leap 
from strangers 
automobiles are those 
who climb in. 

— Rochester Times Union. 
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